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Next morning the " Commandant de la Place" paid us a visit and later himself accompanied us in our motor to Zeebrugge. Our feelings can better be imagined than described as we approached the scene of that most glorious episode in our naval history.
We drove through the town along a road parallel with the sea-front, and at a given point left the car and climbed from it to the top of the dunes, where those murderous 15-inch guns were posted which defended the entrance to the Bruges Canal.
Unused ammunition in the shape of great six-foot shells lay piled around them. I am glad to say that in many cases the fragmentary condition of these ammunition depots, blown to pieces by well-aimed shots, gave evidence of the wonderful marksmanship of the British monitors, which shelled them continuously from a distance of anything up to twenty-three land miles.
We stepped among the debris of those batteries looking about us curiously. In one of them I found the undress clasp of an Iron Cross evidently dropped there by an officer. I could not help wondering what must have been the feelings of the defenders of those batteries on the night of that unexpected attack. I had on a later occasion a long talk with the proprietor of the big hotel just beyond the Mole. The Germans kept him a close prisoner during all the time of their Occupation, though he was forced to run his hotel for their benefit, and he told me of the awful panic that prevailed, so greatly enhanced by the unexpectedness of the attack and by the fact that owing to the darkness and the terrific din the Germans could not precisely locate the enemy nor grasp the significance of his movements. They266                   < INDISCRETIONS *
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